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rteviewe* oy m/tnuAAc. i ownal,

line i»f the press notices about this <-y
work 4PCIn red: "Some will be scandalizedby the- author's capricious levilyin dealing with the serious facts of
life, others may tx* surprised by tne
absolute frankness on matters commonlyglossed over; hut the discern-
inc will recognize that-here is a new /
note, a master note, in the present*- f
tion of human life as it is to-day."
Heaven help us if all who read are ar

not discerning! It would have beem Sr
better had they said those who dodge m
farts and paint them with an ugly
color td cover the truth, let them not t'1
flare to read this book. It is a lovely vi

) chain holding three perfect gems, hi
These stories are inimitable, and as

ojch they should bo used only by the
discerning and the truthful. 18

The press notice need not have been th
so apologetic; in fact, the tribute that
it gives at its conclusion is hardly
enough. It is more than a new note
that has been struck.it is a whole
symphony of gorgpuns colorings and
tones that only thevdd background of
Spain could furnish.

Ln the first tale the pilgrimage of |
Odysseus Is whimsically narrated as ;

the foundation of the travels of a |
young Spaniard who suffered, lived
and lovusi as did Odysseus. The poor
youth plans his life as lie chooses and
makes out rather well with it. Letter,
howevpr, his son, ln whom be had

0 hoped to take great pride, disappoints
him by t»oinR hopelessly crippled and
far too brilliant to he normal. Finally
Mark, the father, gives up in despair.
He cOVPrs his grief as best he can.

Then Prometheus.for into the child
the spirit of Prometheus has come.

takes himself out of his parents' sight
ln timely suicide.
"The Fall of the House of Idmon"

is a pathetic story of the fall of an

old and corrupt dynasty in Spain. The
two old maids who bear the brunt of |i
nr iiM>;rn.> hi*' uir iiiwi piuiui w»»jeetsaround whom the story weaves

itself. The machinations of a political
party, the murderous crimes of young
senors and the last drop of payment
exacted from the miserable women are

painted in tierce colors by the author. S-N

There is no attempt to gloss over the he
truth. There is no hacking from the ]j|
point that ignominy and shame, no

matter how clothed in purple or tatters,must be blotted out, even if it m

he to the wrecking of innocent lives. SI
Ayala spares no one even the woman ei

who had hoped to find happiness pays S<*
for nothing save mere relationship, w

She pays in the worst form that a fr
human can pay.in a lonely, miser- in
able existence, tortured and hounded g<
on every side. ea

"Sunday Sunlight" fulfils the hope is
that some of us have had that one
would find some day a process of in
differentiation for the sunlight of the th
days of the week. For Monday's light so

is different from Tuesday's and so on so
down the length of the week. At last, dr
Ayala h.as shown us that the sun has th
gone through the spectrum and falls ot
on the brightest colors on Sunday.

In his story Sunday is the last happy
day for Castor before he had wed Balhina.Hated by rivals In politics and
love his fiancee is most cruelly violated
by some young scions of the leading T.

aristocratic family In Onrlella. After
his marriage he finds that the people
will not fet Balbina forget her shame
and he roams all over Spain with her "I
in an effort to find a haven where dis- I
turblng gossip and revenge will not J
find them. In desperation he starts
for South America. On hoard ship m

some immigrants recognize them and M
they are about to feel that nowhere In -pj
this world will they find the peace
for which they seek. And nowhere on
earth did they find it. A merciful Prnvidencesent fire to the ship and the is
husband who so truly loved his wife fj,
perished with her in the ocean of
eternal fnrgetfulness.
There is shout these tales a passion- m

ale understanding of things human th
and divine. There Is no shrouding of
primal truths, hut why should there

rf
he? What mystery there Is in life
will always exist whether or not we ^1

think we hide or expose It. No shabby
coverings that any human frailty can to
invent for its own sense of prudery )n
can add or detract from a mystery.
These tales are for those who live and to

believe and who by living, lose none of of
that faith that holds for every man a g|
spark of divine Are.a flame that )lf
makes the most awful endurable and
the most divine.ecstatic.

ui

Moonshiners
and mystery ¥1

rHK MAN IN THR DARK. By A1 hart P*
Psyeon Terhune. R. P. Dutton ft Co ai

Mr. Terhune has left out of this story (Ci
none of the elements that go to make
up a wide popular succ.cfs love. In- cc

trigue. mystery, good dramatic situa- sr

tions, s clear, direct narrative and a D
properly happy ending. He is a skll- tu
nil mriftr^ |>nrnn 11** iinj'

everything In. neatly arranged In Its 'to
right place. It mak** a very accept- 01

able tale, and It la n "clean" story, Iw
which la more than can be aald of a hr
(fend deal of the current output of fe
rtton. I"
It is staged in the mountains of 01

West Virginia. among moonshiners. Tl
night rldera. "hlll-blllles" and a truly th
rural community. Perhaps hla hero. <1
the misanthropic hill man who has ca

been soured by ill fortune hut la reno- so

vnted by the heroine. Is a bit stagy, kl
and the girl herself something of a th
rmnventlonal figure, but the other per- hr
anna are very well done. Of course the rl<
dp»r In thr hast of tha lo*; .njlhanttrsl- pr
)y doggy, no disguload humanlaad nnl- hi
mal on foot- lags, htit a rani Ihominh- or

hrrd Nor lo ho ovrrdona at all Mr. ch

Terhuna lo our hoot lltnrary dog-man: tl
bora his work Is soundly artlotlr Ths of

story ahounds In halri-hraadth a/>d dr
halr-mlslng ascapns, and has soma h»
Vsry ffood fights and mnh oranas. It Ml
hnM* one's Intrrast throughout. (p»

\

'
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continually wanting; to slap his hero,
for some people always make onp feel
that way.
Poor little Barbara has a hard time

any way you look at it. Here is an

example of her ways:
She asked him for his cigarette.

"Before he could see what she was do-
ing the glowing end had been pressed
against her hand until it blackened
-and died. He saw her eyes shut and
her lip whitening as she bit it. Her
body swayed and fell forward before
the crumpled cigarette dropped on to
the carpet.

" 'You little Babs. what's the
matter with you?'

"Bhe opened her ryes, ibreathing
quickly and holding out her hand to
show a vermilion ring with a leprous
white centre.

" 'I'd put my hand hi the Are for
you!" she panted.
"'You little fool'' He was tilted

with a desire to hurt her for having
hurt herself. "Look here, Barbara ..."
"But she had risen to her feet and

was pressing the wounded hand to her
lips.
"'You don't know how it hurt!' she

cried with a tremble in her voice.''

:d with humor
taking themselves too seriously. Mr.
Morley should have made a comedy,
not a tragedy, out of the cireum-
stances he uses in this yarn: than
ha would have had another amusing
triflqt

Mr. Morley could afford to dis-
card such words as "febrifuge," "arocentrir,""froHat," "complaud." 6
Thay remind ona of Fannie Hurst at
har worst.
The hook is full of puns, many

of them excellent. Of them ona
is perfect. It has to do with a Broadwayproducer who advertises "A
Chorus that outstrips them all." TMs
ranks with F. P. A.'a comment on the
May Day homb attack on A. Mitchell
Palmer's residence. "The homby
month of May"; Keith Preston's com-
ment on the royalties of a wall known
novelist, "I'd rather he Wright than
President." and othar classic puns.
The only criticism we have to make
of Mr. Morley as a punster Is that at
times he is too apologetic about It. as
whan In "Deferred to the Author" he
has a character say: "Pardon the vile
pun," and at. other times, needlesa'y
explanatory, as when in "Punch and
Judy" ha observes: "Pursuing the
train of his previous pun." Klther pun
and let the gag speak for itself or
don't pun at all, say we.

Too careful
of her mother

THH fll'ARPKI) ROOM. By Q. I.
Whltham. John I,an# Company.

r |
" HK theme of this very Rnxlisb

a director might never have
»nr> any Knod staging. but he muld
ive done »om> useful work in this
>; for instngiee, think nf all the
oflf he could ha\e kidded out of

Two wilful y
5QUETTE. By Frank Swlnnerton.
George H. Dorset Company.
IE EDUCATION OK BRIO LANE.
By Stephen McfCenna. George* H.
Dnran Company.
\T the same lime appear new

novels by authors of some note
in which the chief characters

e womexi, born into opposit^ social
iheres. but with some traits in comon.Kach is determined to work
ings out for herself. A wilful indidualityis the keynote. But each is
ndered in her progress by a traitoristenderness. In both cases the girl
put forth as though the severe auorcounted on the world's condemna1

I
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Frank Swinnerton. N

r>n. And the reader finds himself
mpathizing with her and cursing
?r hard hearted creator- which very
iely is part of the said creator's plan.
In Swinnerton's heroine there is
ore than a suggestion of Becky
larp. There is Becky's intelligence,
>ergy and determination to get on.

illy Minto decides what she is
orth and plans to get the best results
om ~her personal stock. She shows
itiatlve in leaving her position and
:tting a better one in a dressmaking
itablishment. This is her characterticreaction to the new environment:
"The other girls were all sorted out
Sally's mind. There was not one of

icm into whose nature she had not
'me biting Insight. She had become
practical that she knew all their

esses and knew what everything
ley owned had cost. She could rcctnlzeanything that had been dyed.

Trifles touche
AT,ES FBOM A ROL.L.TOP DESK.
By Christopher Morley. Doubleday,
Page & Co. >

Reviewed by XAVIER LYNDON.
" N four of the stories that make

up this collection. "The Pert Lit'tie Hat." "Urn Burial." "The Cliacterle"and "Punch and Judy."
orley says nothing charmingly,
hesr tales furnish ample proof that
man who has the literary touch can

entertaining even when his theme
trifling. Deft hits of characterlza3n.brigFt snatches of dialogue and

1 occasional neatly turned phrase
ako nno forget the wateriness of
le plots. Certainly at 110 point in
le reading of this quartet will the
ader remark, "The plot thickens."
F>t these four yarns hold the interest.
The slightest of them, "The Olimacric,"is merely an episode. It hafl
do with Kustace Veal. <>n his way
I he ofttee one day some one said
him; "There goes Veal! He's beiwilingto look old, isn't he?" This

is the effect of making Mr. Veal

y to look young. His efforts are

laucocHsful. People continue to
fer to him as an aging man. That
the whole story-; and yet Mr. Morytells it so adroitly that it holds

le interest and makes one chuckle,
his is art; not the highest form,
rhaps. yet art nevertheless. There
e strokes that remind one of Henry
uyler Burwner.
If the other seven stories in the
illertion were as charmingly Incon-
quentlnl, "Tales from a Ftolltop
osk" would bo a Ane book. I'nforinately,thin group Is simply Inconquentiul.In one of thorn. "Referred
tho Author," ho trios to mako drama

it of the story of a soulful actor
ho Is persecuted by tho typical low

n*stage director of Action. The
cling you get as you road this tale
that the actor would do well to go

it and buy himself a srgtse of humor,
ho persecution scorns unreal.' When
ip actor cannot stand tt any longer
aclrtenta lly. at this point, neither
in the reader), he cracks his oppresir'sskull and In the process gels
lied himself. We Would have liked
r story better If the stage director
id killed the actor and smoked a

gar over his dead body An ex'rlencedadot who ha/sn't a sense of
imor belongs In the other world,
tyhow; certainly a man of this type
n have ^more fun playing a harp
lan n part. The Ignorant brute
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oung women
any brooch or adornment, an^ stockings. She would have made a. good
house detective. But she told no tales.
If she knew, she knew, and that was

all. . . ^ Sally was Sally. She enjoyedbeing Sally. She meant always
to he Sally."
But the author has laid the foundationof trouble for her by giving her a

heart and losing It for her before
worldly ambition has had a fair chance,
It is a very elementary kind of love
that she feels for Toby. But it serves

me purpose or ine nruma. i ne siorv

shall not he told here. fiwinnerton tells
It very well.
In the valuation of a hook the name

Rhould not count for very much. Rut
this one seems decidedly misleading.
For the implications of "Coquette" are

not carried out. Rally cares too much
for Toby to play with him as a true
coquette plays with men. And there
is a Rood deal of kindness mixed with
her calculation in the case of Gaga.

All this is praise, not blame, for the
temptation would be to make such a

character too hard.a vlllalness or an

incredible creature that Inhabits only
the world of stock Action. Rally is human,and her evocation is an achievement.But she is very Imperfectly and
incompletely a coquette.
Stephen MeKenna has for some

years been a progressive disappointment.Readers of "Sonia" (not "Ronia
Married") have been watching for
signs of growth from that excellent beginning.But the hoped for heighteningand deepening in Mehenna's
work has not come.- He writes good
stories and one reads on to the end.
But the details of the social round are
too important.. Perhaps it shouldn't be
urged against the author that one is

:K HERALD, SUNDAY,

S OF NEW F

He was his own
worst enemy

KV'KHED. By Ben Ames William.-'. K

P. Button A Co.
HIS latest story is typical of its

authors in that it produces
an effect of sombfe and sari-

guinary strength. Mr. Williams likes
a tight and describes'it with soberness
and zest, eyen when the weapons are

all on one side.
In this hook he has given us an excellentstory, not long, but impressive,

and this time the setting is not, as i~i
"All the Brothers Were Valiant" and
"The Sea Bride," the ocean but the
land. It is against the background of
a peaceful tittle country village in New
Kngland that the action proceeds with
that steady advance toward tragedy
which is to be expected when "silent
tremendous forces" are in conflict.

Evered himself is the exponent of
these forces, and in picturing him we

venture to think that ,the author has
created a character who is psychologicallyabnormal if not impossible.
He is a prosperous farmer and a liend
incarnate.hot tempered, fierce, relentless,dominating, he goes through life
hating and hated. Somewhat inade-
quately he is termed "a boiling vessel
of emotions." In an early chapter
when he is driving home from the
post office with his son John, who understoodhim best of all. we are allowedthis glimpse of his character:
"They drove home together through

tha H11uL- In ! wilpnpp thuf wmm habitual

Evered sat still in his spat, but there
was no relaxation in his attitude. He
was like a tiger before the charge and
leap. You might call him a powerful
man, a masterful man. .lohn knew his
father for a slave, for the slave of his
own hot and angry pulse beats. A no
he loved and pitied him."

Not a gentle father, surely. Still
less a gentle husband, yet married to)
a woman whose devotion is remarkableunder the circumstances, and
whom he loved, we are assured, with
unyielding tenacity and fervor. His
method of expressing this, however,
was indefensible and extraordinary, for
"he made her suffer interminably until
suffering became routine and death
would have been happiness." "Site was

like a statue of sorrow; the figure of
a sad and tortured life."

This is the incredible claim of the
story.that despite deep and passionateaffection on each side Evered
should have been consistently brutal,
unkind and cruel to Mary, who could
not have provoked these qualities herself.He can only be compared to his
own hull, about which the story centres.

This bu^l was the deadliest of its
siiecies famous the countryside
around for its ferocity and immensity.
When Evered sees his wife one day
accompanied by a man whose futile
adoration for her She does not in the
least reciprocate, Evered calmly allowsthe beast to kill her. For at the
moment he was "a concentrated fury,
absorbed and oblivious" of the fact
that no sinister significance could possiblyhe attached to the episode.
There is a gleam of light in this

rather harrowing tale In John Evered's
romance with his stepmother's young
sister. Ruth, even though after the
disaster they become estranged temporarilyhecause of Ruth's sudden fear
that he will grow like his father. Fortunatelythere Is no basis, as she soon

discovers, for such an idea and they
are left to face a belated happiness,
which the -eader feels they well deserve.

The beautj
SHADOWS. By Alma Newton. John

Dan*- Compan)'.
Reviewed by

VIVIAN RAOCL1FFE.
THIS book, composed of a scries

of short .essays, may he

counted among the most delightfulpieces of literature lately of"feredreaders who enjoy the record of
impressions: and it will doubtless win
some who have not realized the charm
of the intangible.
There Is a similarity in the women

of some of these sketches, which at
times almost leads the reader to hellevethe suggestion for them was

found in a common source. For ex
i- U.nn ..J Ik. W utnr

j mivn in rmnpr worm wntle
and unhackneyed, though it in

somewhat clumsily handled. It in the
futility and possible evil of over-
anxious self-saprifl<*e, the desire to
"spare" others and to take up burdens
that are perhaps bettsr borne by those
to whom they belong. It also involves
the contrast in ideals between the late
Victorian and the up to date young
women and their men.
The contents of the "guarded room"

were an invalid mother and her de-
vote*! daughter, the mother afflicted
with "heart trouble" and needing to
be spared any excitement or responsl-
bility. The daughter fades out and
dies, and all the time the mother is
yearning to get not, and probably
quite capable of doing so. The family
is of the* old Knglish gentry type,
rather hard up and finding It difficult
to fit Into new conditions. They are

also sfficted with an eccentric member,the eldest son. who turns recluse,
abandons his disagreeable wife and
makes a mess of things »f course It

Irnle cn^erruil.v rnoiinn aurr « rrw

rtaatha. A* a psychological study It Is
ugarsliva, a* a atory II dra«j.

i

nmpir, in in-- mw«. > ...

Spirits."She was placid find sweet by
nutni*. hut the tuning of her soul or

herself to a higher key had mad'1
her irritable when she wax surrounded
by noise and people, which are sometimesone and the same."
And in The Astral Courtship."On

the objective plane she was both silent
and modest; thereby she awakened
interest In the man she loved. But on

the astral plane she was not negative,
she was active, she was the seeker, the
lover, the one who planned."
And of one man's conception of

women and the one woman she writes
In Paradise "He had felt that he whs

destined to wait for some one, some

one symmetrically developed, some

one who delighted the eye. Inspired
the mind and awakened the aoul. And
now- she hail come' (Jutte silently she
had walked into his life, without
warning. He looked up and she was

there. It was as though a door had
dosed out all the darkness, a door
that shut out worldllness. ugliness
and vain women who talked! Why
did women talk'.'*he wondered. Why
did they desecrate the atlerir* and
rfiftorl th" run nfimy nr n mmnrni

with words? The MNBrn he had
known had done this They frit railed
upon In empress IhHr love in words
or hy an afTactad .«l$h or look, aomaHtlnrnbjartlva It had hwn, alwaya,
for thay had navar for«rottan tham
aahar avan for a momfnl; tharafora
thaj ^i«l neither given nor received
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THE ISLAND OF DESIRE. By Diana
Patrick. E. P. Dutton & Co.
Reviewed by SUSAN STEELL.
A.\ amusing figure that would

not be out of place in Dickens'sbroadest farce or George
Eliot's Warwickshire dramatia prrsonaeis the auctioneer. Helling well,
who talks breathlessly and quotes in-

correctly in the most readable parts
of Diana Patrick's new novel. He

and his "cushiony" wife are only side-

lights, it is true, but their lights are

not borrowed from the other more

important personages (in the author's
opinion } who make the - good and
evil of the story.
There is plenty of both, for the

writer is as lavish of events, scenes
and colors as Ouida, whom she good
naturedly despises; Rose, wiio plucked
up spirit to defy her chapelgoing
father; Caradoc, the man she marriedin spite of himself and her; ail

t

the dismal troop of characters surroundingthese chief persons in a

still more dismal manufacturing place
In England; then the gayer crowd who
cluster about Rose and her husband in
their honeymooning at Nice, in Provenceand Brittany (interesting parts
of the world, vividly pictured); there
is scarcely a type of Frenchman or
Englishman that Miss Patrick has not
effectively studied, and she works
them quite congruously into her looselywoven scheme.
That sentenee fairly summarizes

Part I. of this hook, where Rose is
the heroine and it closes with her
death. She leaves two children, Pearl,
whose father was the erratic Caradoc,
and Vivien, who came from her union
with a wandering musician of fine
character, a union thai her stern
chapelgoing father stigmatized as unlawful.Because of this distinction he
devised his property.crnwn vast
after a case of arson engineered by
himself to his legitimate grandchildren.

In Part II. the story reaches down
into war times, and between them
Pearl and Vivien divide the honors
due to a leading lady. Pearl, who has
been brought tip "in luxury," but in
bad taste to judge by the clothes she
is described as wearing, develops the
vampire type, while Vivien, early left
an orphan without patrimony, flowers
into all that is sweet and good. She
knows of her relationship to the
granddaughter of the millionaire mill
owner Binns, but conceals it while
seeking to form ties of friendship with
her half sister. I'nhappily for them
both, Vivien has engaged herself to a

young Londoner who reads very like
a cad and Pearl's chief interest In
Vivien is expressed by cutting her
out of a lover. Pearl, indeed, is remarkablein this friendly, old fash-
ioned book for her modernity; she is
a true vampire of the day.*
The experienced novel reader quicklyrealizes that Vivien's love affair

doesn't touch the quick, and in the
success of Pearl's plots nobody suffers:certainly not Vivien, for there
is at her elbow another, a celebrated
novelist, who, inropnito. has guided
the first steps of this young, aspiring
author up to the difficult peaks of
literature. On the eve of publication
information of the date of the death
of Caradoc comes in time to dispel the
cloud of illegitimacy on Vivien but.
alas! by darkening the title of Pearl.
But the latter is by this time married,
and the reader cares little for her
anyway. In the last pages it is her

j of silence
the immaculate silent revelation of the
soul.

"People had thought him fickle, hut
it was not so. He was an artist and
he had heen disappointed. He had
wondered where the lovely, gentle
women were. Were they only in books
and dreams?

"It was loveliness he had wanted.
1 1 t A I, I ......linnuu

HriCl IllJW lie im'i luuim n.

hart walked into his arms, silently, regally,and yet simply, with the urgent
desire of a true woman's heart, the desireto serve,"
The essay The Arts seems a warningto the would-he writers of this

day against trusting in reason alone
"Writing is a subtle thing and the
kind that you want to do Is transcendental;It is not of the mind, it is of
the soul. Of course there is much
writing that Is good and i« of the
mind. It Is objective. It is brilliant
and entertaining, hut subjective writinghas Its essence in the soul. You
tell me that you wish to express spiritualtruths through a romantic mediumIn other words, you wish to
write metaphysical stories. This
means that you must make your
themes strong and your romance intenseso as to attract your readers.
This takes infinite tact and taste.
Your brain, your liberal education, will
not be enough. You must have these
and more. First, you must love your
work intensely and you must have a

sense of rhythm, for all perfect prose
is huilt on a rhythm. Just as poetry Is.
But you must possess refinement and
sincerity also. Slnrrril// in holf of nrt
Sincerity gives strength, realism and
love, and these are the first principles."
And later In the snme essay she puis

Into the mouth of the philosopher the
words, "Never speak of wilting as m

art, for It Is all the arts combined. To
write wril uric mu«i iinvr b«-ii^i- «>i

color, munlc sort sculpture. Writing Is
the combined beauty of nil the nrtn expressedIn purple nn»1 gold. The purplcIn the symbol of magnificent ntriicturo;the gold In the Innptrntlon which
comen from the son I which In not tarnishedby egotism or superficial desire.'

style heroines
dainty and talented sister who rightfullyinherits from the mother Rose.

Sparkling in spots, alternately lively
and slew in its progress, this novel,
which (combines a kind of ancient
chartn with some modern features
which are not disagreeable, seems

iikely to be picked up and dropped out
of a good many hammocks this summer,but probably to be picked up
again until the last page has been
read.

Three bad men
in New Mexico

, -m " mmm
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Eugene Manlove Rhodes.

RTKPSON8 OK LIGHT. By Kugene
Manlove Rhodes. Houghton, .Mifflin
Company.
AGAIN and again wo see reproducedUt the contemporary

novel the same Western atmospherea vast expanse of desolate
country a group of cowboys of the

"rough and ready" type, a liberal

sprinkling of guns, some underhanded
manoeuvring and an unpolished Sir
Galahad who bears the colors to victoryat the final page. At times the
scene may lie the mountains, at times
the deseri ;at times the motivating impulsemay !« a yeoman, at times the
lure of gold; but in general the charactersare the same, the action is the
same and the plot is built along the
same lines; and we might almost take
up any one of the novels as the logical
sequel to any other.
"Stepsons of Light" is a look that

does not vary greatly from type.
Among the mountainous wastes of
New Mexico dwells .Inhrutie Dines, a

hern, at once clever, resourceful and
chivalrous; hy chance he becomes the
fcutt of three murderers, who endeavorto fasten upon him the responsibilityfor thele crimes; and the
story Is largely eoncerned with how
he succeeds in disentangling himself
from the net they have fastened about
him and in delivering thorn Instead up
to Justice. The plot, however, is far
from well organized: many foreign
elements are introduced, with no apparentobject ether than to fill up
space; we nee the ghost of a love story,
in which Johnnie Dines has no part;
and a number of shadowy and nonessentialcharacters move vaguely beforeus, tending to cast into the backgroundthe definite picture we get of
the central figure.

Kortuuately. the book is relieved hy
some qualities lacking in many Westernnovels. Prominent among these
is Its humor, which stares at us

whimsically on repeated occasions;
and no less noteworthy is a spirit of
meditativeneas manifesting itself when
Mr. Rhodes forgets temporarily that
he has a story to tell and regalea us

with ruminations in many respects
more interesting than his narrative,
in particular, he has some amusing
comments to make on realism and on

(- sslmism. <>ne passage will illustrate
iinn, by the way. one cannot help

expressing the wish that the author
hart rtnne more ui this vein:

"'>nly of late has it been discovered
that a thinker is superficial and shallowunless he whines; that no man is
wise unless he views with alarm.
Eager propaganda has disseminated
the glad news that everything Is going
to the demnltlon bowwows. Willing
hands pass on the word. The method
is simple They write very long Imoks
In which they set down the evil on

one side and nothing on the other.
That is realism."

After the civil war
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I.ynde Charles Horlbner's Sons.
THE old i*outh resented th e economicinvasion of the overefficientYankee more than the
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little Southern town depended almost
wholly upon t he development of wafer
power through a dam. < »ne of the
leading citizens had prevailed upon
many friends to invest money in the
project, and its failure meant ruin for
him, as he would have sold his ancestralestates to foot the loss of his followers.An accident to a disabled motorboat upon the tempestuous river
threw ihe son of the man who was

trying to ruin his dreams into ht3
hospitable hands.
The story tells how the youth, who

had been an incorrigible idler, changed
completely his viewpoint and defeated
the schemes of his father's corporation.winning thereby the heart and
hand of the fair daughter of his gallanthost.
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